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Vermeil had said, that all pointed the same
damning way

Vermeil stood with his olive skin paled
to a sickly colour, and his lips set firm,
eyeing us sideways now and again He
knew it was death now

" Mine host, come up, come up/' grunted
Gaspar.

" You were listening: did you hear
what Mistress St. Trond has said ? " Sonoy
asked

" By St. Boniface, yes, most noble,
every word and a greal deal more ' Oh,
your honours, such a villain I had never
dreamed of! "

" Ach, never mind your dreams!"
grunted Gaspar

" Is that all, lieutenant' " Sonoy asked.

"All? Gott' no Look, there's the
rest/1 and Gaspar pointed out Vermeil
standing there green-faced, dull-eyed, with
his teeth near meeting in his lip The
stains of last night's wine, the dust of the
^morning's scuffle, were still on his coat,
and it was torn at the collar too by Caspar's
grip